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Gradually she fell asleep, her arm relaxed, her head sank to the mat
She rolled on her back, her arms inert, and her legs stretched out. The
breeze died down in the meantime and the heat and humidity
brought out drops of perspiration all over her body. The awkward
figure became increasingly unsightly as slumber deepened. Her mouth
opened wide in loud snoring, her kimono parted at the breast and
knees* Even the flies did not bother her any more.
Unsuspectingly, Saionji stepped in. A frown of disgust creased his
brow. "ohana!" he shouted and stamped on the mat near her head.
She barely stirred. Saionji shouted again, He recalled that at their
first meeting she had eventually fallen into a similar pose. Then it had
seemed funny and somehow enchanting.
"Oh, oh! My lord, what do you wish?" said she as she sat up on the
mat. Still almost asleep she wiped her lips with the back of her hand,
then abruptly adjusted the collar of her yukata.
Saionji retreated quickly to his study, shutting the paper screen be-
tween the rooms with a bang.
Ghana yawned freely before she went to her dressing-room. She
came to her master's study and apologized for her unintentional mis-
behavior. He said nothing. She brought a glass of cold water which he
accepted. Although she knew that he was not in a good humor,
she said:
"My lord, when arc we going to Kyoto or Tokyo or some place
cooler than this oven? It may be ail right for the winter because it's
warmer, but it's most uncomfortable in the summer,"
"What do you mean? Why do you ask such a strange question?" he
said crossly* "You follow me as I move, I move as I like to, Further-
more, there is hardly any other place in Nippon where the tempera-
ture is as even throughout the seasons as in this Okitsu. If you com-
plain about this climate, where do you expect to live?'*
"But—but—my lord, this is not certainly the best place. This house
itself is among the fishermen's dwellings. On cither side the houses and
their backyards arc unsightly and give unlovely odors of fermenting
sea-weed, rotten fish and sewage, mingled with the loud noises of the
fisher folk and their gossipy wives. The wind from the ocean is sticky
with salt, the roar of the waves bothers me continuously*"
He looked at her sternly, Then the memory of Ohana asleep faded
and he saw only the grace and the elusive charm that had so long held
his senses captive. He sighed*
"But, Ohana, besides the uniform climate of the locale the loveliness

